-^	95
when he got to Smolensk they were already in jail in Mos-
cow. Now it's his wife's turn to go out to Siberia. I also
had a wife—a wonderful woman. Five years of that kind
of life put her in her grave."
He swallowed his tea in one gulp and continued his
story. He told her of the years and the months of his jail
sentences and his exile. He told her of various misfor-
tuneSi of beatings in jail, of starvation in Siberia. The
mother watched him and wondered at the calm simplicity
with which he recounted the story of a life so full of
suffering and persecution....
"But let's get down to business."
His tone changed and his face became more serious. He
began to ask her how, she intended to get the literature
into the factory, and the mother was amazed at his knowl-
edge of details.
When they had exhausted this subject, they began to
speak about their native town again. His tone was jocular,
but she wandered meditatively through her past, and it
seemed to her that it strangely resembled a swamp where
small firs and white birches and trembling aspens grew.
The birches grew slowly, and after five years in the putrid
soil, fell and rotted away. She beheld this vision, and a
great pity welled up in her breast. Again she saw before
her the figure of a young girl, a girl with a sharp stubborn
face. She was making her way through the wet snowflakes,
weary and alone.... And the mother's son was in jail.
Maybe he had not yet fallen asleep and lay there think-
ing ... but not of her, his mother. Now there was someone
dearer to him. Like tattered clouds came the painful
thoughts, enveloping her soul in darkness	
"You're tired, mother. Let's go to bed," said Yegor
with a smile.
She said good night and slipped cautiously into the
kitchen, her heart full of a caustic bitterness.
At breakfast the next morning Yegor said:
"If they catch you and ask where you got those hereti-
cal leaflets, what will you say?"

